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' 1 renounce our vows ; I retract our sacred pledge; I de-
liver to the winds our fatal love.

* Pity me, Contarini, hate me, despise me, but forget me.
' Why do I write ?    Why do I weep?    I am nothing, oh !

I am nothing. I am blotted out of this fair creation ; and
the world, that should bring me so many joys, brings me
only despair.

' Do not hate me, Contarini, do not hate me. Do not
hate one who adores you. Yes! adores; for even at this
dread moment, when I renounce your love, let me, let me
pour forth my adoration.

* Am I insensible ? am I unworthy of the felicity that for
an instant we thought might be mine ?    0! Contarini, no
one is worthy of you, and yet I fondly believed my devotion
Jnight compensate for my imperfeotness.

' To be the faithful companion of his life, to be the part-
uer of his joy and sorrow, to sympathise with his glory,
and to solace his grief, I ask no more. Thou Heaven! wilt
thou not smile upon me ? Wilt thou, for whom I sacrificed
so much, wilt thou not pity me ?

'All is silent. There is no sign. No heavenly messenger
tells mo I may be happy. Alas! I ask too much. It is
too great a prize. I feel it, I believe it. My unworthiness
is great, but I am its victim.

' Contarini, let this console you. Heaven has declared I
am unworthy of you. Were I worthy of you, Heaven would
not be cruel. 0, Contarini, let this console yon. You arc
destined for higher joys. Think not of me, Contarini,
think not of me, and I, I will be silent.

' Silent! And where ? 0 world, which I now feel that
I could love, beautiful, beautiful world, thou art not for me,
and Heaven, Heaven to whom I offer so much, surely, in
this agony, it will support me.

* I must write, although my pen refuses to inscribe my
woe; I must write, although my fast-flowing tears bathe